MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

Since no protest has been made, may I lift up my voice against
the notion that the moment music is in question all common
sense may be suspended, and managers may take liberties which
would not be allowed to pass if they affected the purely literary
part of the play. Come unto these yellow sands is ho doubt very
pretty; but so is the speech made by Ferdinand when he escapes,
like Viola, from shipwreck. Yet if Mr Daly had interpolated that
speech in the first act of Twelfth Night, the leading dramatic
critics would have denounced die proceeding as a literary out-
rage, whereas the exactly parallel case of the interpolation of the
song is regarded as a happy thought, wholly unobjectionable.
Later on in the play Shakespear has given the clown two songs:
one, Come away, Death, to sing to the melancholy Orsino, and
the other, O mistress mine, quite different in character, to sing
to his boon companions.

Here is another chance of shewing the innate superiority of the
modern American manager to Shakespear; and Mr Daly jumps at
it accordingly. Come away, Death, is discarded altogether; and
in its place we have O mistress mine, whilst, for a climax of per-
verse disorder, the wrong ballad is sung, not to its delightful old
tune, unrivalled in humorous tenderness, but to one which is so
far appropriate to Come away, Death, that it has no humor at all.
On the other hand, the introduction of the serenade from Cym-
beline at the end of the third act, with Who is Sylvia? altered to
Who's Olivia? seems to me to be quite permissible, as it is neither
an interpolation nor an alteration, but a pure interlude, and a very
seductive one, thanks to Schubert and to the conductor, Mr
Henry Widmer, who has handled the music in such a fashion as
to get die last drop of honey out of it.

I see that Mr Schulz-Curtius has had all his doubts removed
concerning the success of a Wagner concert conducted by Mottl,
which will accordingly come off on April 17 at Queen's Hall. As
I have never stopped at Carlsruhe I do not know much about
Mottl; but quite the most perfect performance I ever heard in my
life in point of that precision and refinement of execution which
can only be secured by a conductor who is master of his band and
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